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FRESH    MEET 


""      "' "f"! 


Conyrie-ht  1922  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx 


You   look   better  "to   the  world 
in    good   clothes  — ^c^^^r   them 

Other  people  not  only  think  more 
of  you  when  you  wear  o;ood  clothes, 
but  you  think  more  of  yourself 
too.  The  well  dressed  man 
always     commands      respect. 

We  sell  no  clothes  but 

Hart   Schaffner   &   Marx 

MacFarland  Ehmen  Co* 

Church  and  Sherman  Streets 
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Here  is  the  first  attribute 
of  a  citizen  of  the  world. 
Few  books  can  impart 
it,  yet  it  comes  natural- 
ly with  college  training 
Such  easy  familiarity 
with  the  good  things  of 
life  leads  naturally  to 
Melachrino,"theoneciga- 
rette  sold  the  world  over" 


Remember  that  Melachrino  is  a  master  " 
blend  of  only  the  finestTurkishTobaccos 
as  originated  by  Miltiades  Melachrino. 
Egyptian  cigarettes  are  simply  those 
that  originated  in  Egypt.  But  the  to- 
bacco is  what  you  want  to  know  about 
— and  if  it's  Melachrino  —  it's  right 


cMelachrino 

"The  One  Cigarette  Sold  the  World  Over" 


"PINK  SHOP" 


Stands  for  Three  Important  Things 

Cleanliness  -  Quality  -  Service 


TRY  OUR  CANDIES— NONE  BETTER 


HALLOWEEN  FAVORS 


l3  '^Oa 


Dine    and    Dance    at    Evanston's    Most 
Exclusive  Residential  Hotel 


Special   attention   given 

to  banquets  and  parties, 

large  and  small 


BENSON'S 
ORCHESTRA 


L.    H.   FIELD 

Manager 
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"What  courses  do  you  wish  to  take?" 

The  tired  adviser  said. 
"The  best  you  have,"  the  frosh  replied; 

"I  want  to  get  ahead." 

His  outlined  course  the  prof  reviewed: 
No  English  nor  phys.  ed. — 

"Your  wish  is  truly  apropos; 
You  need  to  get  a  head." 


I'age  Three 


Porglo  l^mjST 


OCTOBER 


Intimate  portrait  of  a   Frosh  taking   Dad's  advice  and 
"Keeping  a  check"  on  himself 


HEAR,  0  FROSH 

AND  Knowledge  spake  all  these  words,  saying: 
I  am  the  god  which  have  brought  thee  out  of 
thy  native  bailiwick,  out  of  the  house  of  thy  birth. 

Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me. 

Thou  shalt  not  take  with  thee  unto  a  quizz  any 
pony  or  any  likeness  of  anything  that  is  printed 
in  thy  textbooks,  or  written  in  thy  notebook,  or 
which  appeareth  in  the  old  dictionary  at  home. 

Thou  shalt  not  use  the  time  of  thy  profs  in  vain, 
for  the  prof  will  not  hold  him  flunkless  that  useth 
his  time  in  vain. 

Remember  thy  eight  o'clocks  and  turn  not  over 
for  another  snooze. 

From  morning  till  night  shalt  thou  labor  and 
do  all  thy  boning;  and  from  night  until  morning 
shalt  thou  pursue  pleasure  and  sleep. 

When  thou  hast  classes  let  not  thy  girl,  nor  thy 
barber,  nor  thy  dentist,  yea,  nor  the  ache  that  is 
in  thy  skull,  keep  thee  from  them. 

Thou  shalt  not  kill  time  in  the  gardens. 

Thou  shalt  not  forget  to  wear  thy  green  head- 
covering. 

Thou  shalt  not  advise  the  Sophs. 

Honor  thy  profs  that  thy  reports  may  be 
jammed  with  "A's." 

For  thus  in  four  years  the  University  will  be- 
stow upon  thee  the  sum  of  human  knowledge. 

—V.  C.  K. 


FRESHMAN  CREDO 

I  BELIEVE  I  lend  dignity  and  respect  to  this 
green  cap.  Were  I  to  leave  it  oflf  no  one  would 
suspect  me  of  being  a  freshman. 

I  BELIEVE  that,  being  a  freshman,  I  should 
study  my  lessons.  As  upperclassman  I  can  then 
go  through  on  my  momentum. 

I  BELIEVE  my  professors  are  more  interested 
in  their  work  than  in  their  salaries;  otherwise  they 
would  quit  teaching  and  do  something  to  make 
money. 

I  BELIEVE  Northwestern  has  the  highest  av- 
erage of  beauty  outside  of  my  high  school  grad- 
uating class. 

I  BELIEVE  I  shall  go  far  in  college,  with  my 
high  school  standing,  tenth  in  my  class  (of  eleven) 
and  with  my  experience  as  secretary  of  the  Ama- 
teurian  Literary  Society. 

I  BELIEVE  I  am  easily  distinguished,  even  in  a 
crowd  of  freshmen,  by  my  superior  polish  and  my 
intellectual,  purposeful  appearance. 

I  BELIEVE  I  AM  THE  BERRIES. 


Grapenuts :     There's  a   Reason. 
Grape-juice:     There's  a  Raisin. 


Prof:    "What  keeps  the  moon  from  falling?" 
Frosh :    "The  beams." 
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Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead, 

Who  never  to  the  world  has  said, 

As  he  cracked  his  dome  on  the  upper  bed : 


HONOR  THE  FRESHMAN 

Much  is  the  Freshman  scoffed  and  ridiculed — yet 
what  would  life  be  without  him?  Were  there  no 
Freshmen : 

There  would  be  no  Seniors  in  from  six  to  eight 
years. 

The  psychology  department  would  either  have 
to  try  their  nut  tests  on  themselves  or  else  go  to 
work. 

Fraternity  houses  would  disappear  under  vast 
accumulations  of  dirt  and  Sunday  supplements. 

Darwin's  theory  would  be  discredited  for  want 
of  corroborative  evidence. 

We  couldn't  bust  into  the  Purple  Parrot  with 
this. 


FABLE 

Once  there  was  a  Freshman  who  did  come  from 
a  far  country  unto  the  great  University,  and  veri- 
ly did  he  refuse  to  buy  a  chapel  ticket,  nor  did  he 
think  that  the  gymnasium  was  a  hot-house,  and 
he  knew  full  well  that  Walter  Camp  was  not  a 
summer  resort,  nor  yet  did  he  wander  far  in  search 
of  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  house;  yea,  in  all  things 
was  he  the  most  wise,  and  lo,  when  he  did  come 
to  take  the  frosh  intelligence  test  he  did  rank 
midway  between  the  cuckoo  and  the  chimpanzee. 

MORAL:  If  there  is  a  "Q"  in  "Examination," 
put  a  cross  in  the  circle ;  if  not,  put  a  dot  under  the 
silent  letter  in  "Kangaroo." 


GOING  DOWN? 

Doctor:  "I  hope  your  patient's  temperature  is 
lower  this  morning?" 

Nurse:  "That  is  hard  to  tell,  sir;  he  died  last 
night." 


OUR  CHANGING  WORLD 

Intellectual  Frosh :  "Have  you  heard  about  the 
latest  New  Republic  ?" 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "Dear  me,  what  country 
has  revolted  now?" 


Letty:  "Having  any  luck  in  school  this  year?" 
Malone:  "I'll  say  so!  Somebody  copped  all  my 
xtbooks." 


Malone 
textbooks. 


"Madam,  I  always  keep  my  word, 
And  don't  you  overlook  it." 

"And  how  could  it  be  otherwise. 
When  no  one  ever  took  it?" 
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''  I  ""HE  PURPLE  PARROT  greets  its  friends,  old  and  new,  with  very  best  wishes  for  an  epoch- 
-'-    making,  record-breaking  Northwestern  year.    With  the  new  Purple  spirit,  set  fermenting  in  last 
spring's  mass-meeting  and  crystallized  on  the  campus  this  fall,  it  is  a  foregone  conclusion  that  his- 
tory will  be  made  at  Northwestern. 

POLLY  takes  particular  pleasure  in  welcoming  the  new  students  this  year,  because  they  are 
coming  on  the  campus  at  a  time  when  things  are  being  done.  Theirs  will  be  a  major  part  in  the 
building  of  the  Greater  Northwestern ;  here  is  their  opportunity — and  their  responsibility.  So  far 
as  the  undergraduate's  share  is  concerned.  Purple  destiny  for  the  next  few  years  is  theirs  to  mould 
and  shape. 


With  this  issue  the  PURPLE  PARROT  enters  its  second  year  on  the  campus,  still  young  in 
days  but  a  lusty  infant  nevertheless.  The  question  of  a  humorous  magazine  at  Northwestern  has 
passed  the  experimental  stage ;  POLLY  has  come  to  stay. 

That  the  PARROT  sets  out  with  the  hearty  support  of  the  student  body  is  indicated  by  the  re- 
cent subscripition  campaign,  and  POLLY  is  doing  his  best  to  justify  that  support.  He  has  already 
been  able  to  improve  his  dress  since  last  year,  and  more  ambitious  plans  are  afoot.  The  Home- 
Coming  number  is  to  appear  by  Home-Coming  day,  and  other  special  numbers  are  on  the  program. 

POLLY  is  glad  to  see  the  many  contributions  coming  in  for  the  first  issue,  and  hints  that  his  keep- 
ers have  no  monopoly  of  feeding  him.  There  is  enough  humor  lying  loose  on  the  campus  to  feed 
several  birds,  he  says,  and  suggests  that  bits  of  fun  impaled  on  the  point  of  pencil  or  pen  and  left 
at  room  100  in  University  hall  will  reach  him  safelv. 
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Sic  Transit — 


The  transition  from  high  school  senior  with 
influence  to  college  freshman  with  a  grievance  is 
an  interesting  phenomenon  of  American  life. 
Probably  no  specimen  of  native  stock  is  of  less 
practical  utility  nor  of  greater  inconvenience  to 
himself  than  the  college  freshman  who  has  re- 
cently been  a  senior.  This  abrupt  move  downward 
in  the  social  scale,  this  unflattering  mental  read- 
justment, is  comparable  only  to  the  first  appear- 
ance of  the  college  graduate  in  the  ranks  of  wage 
earners. 


To  call  attention  to  this  change  of  station,  from 
senior  to  freshman,  colleges  have  fostered  a  num- 
ber of  whimsical  customs,  traditions  and  require- 
ments. Observance  of  these  dogmata  is  entrusted 
to  the  sophomore  class,  which  is  least  likely  to 
forget  the  details.  As  a  consequence,  the  first 
year  seems  unending  to  the  freshman.  He  forgets 
that  when  he  ceases  to  be  a  freshman  he  becomes 
a  sophomore.  The  this-and-that  through  which 
he  has  to  flounder  is  but  a  fine  exacted  for  being 
distant  from  the  inevitable  day  when  he  becomes 
a  furtive  graduate  looking  for  a  job. 


Hear  Ye ! 


Never  tell  anyone  that  you  have  a  college  edu- 
cation—SHOW  HIM. 

Your  success  at  this  Univeristy  will  depend  not 
upon  what  you  are  capable  of  doing  as  much  as 
upon  what  you  actually  DO.  DON'T  TRY  TO 
BLUFF. 

Favor  your  instructors  with  an  open  mind,  not 
an  opposing  one.  Absorb  what  they  have  to  tell 
you,  and  then  if  you  do  not  agree,  reject  it.  In 
all  probability  you  WILL  agree,  after  you  have 
listened  openly.  But  ABSORB  first ;  it  is  the  only 
way  to  knowledge. 

An  instructor's  ability  to  teach  is  limited  to  the 
student's  ability  to  learn.  Don't  blame  the  in- 
structor for  your  failure. 

Life  consists  in  performing  tasks,  some  of  which 
are  pleasant,  others  burdensome.  The  manner  in 
which  we  perform  these  tasks  is  the  manner  in 
which  we  live ;  the  attitude  with  which  we  regard 
them  is  the  attitude  we  take  toward  life  itself. 
We  do  some  things  because  we  want  to,  and  we 
do  other  things  because  we  have  to.  The  acts 
accomplished  with  the  former  view  are  those 
which  please  us  and  consequently  are  done  cheer- 
fully and  well,  and  become  a  source  of  satisfaction 
and  pride.  The  tasks  which  are  displeasing  are 
done  under  mental  protest,  and  are  therefore 
poorly  done.  THE  ACQUIRING  OF  AN  EDUCA- 
TION IS  A  TASK.  Let  your  own  intelligence 
judge  whether  doing  it  AS  IF  YOU  HAVE  TO, 
or  AS  IF  YOU  WANT  TO,  will  be  the  more  efiica- 
cious. 


Don't  go  through  college  like  a  coed  through  a 
department  store,  picking  out  what  looks  nice.  A 
department  store  supplies  you  with  what  you 
WANT,  although  you  may  not  NEED  it,  while  a 
university  furnishes  you  with  what  you  NEED, 
although  you  may  not  want  it. 

Learn  to  respect  the  student  who  has  the  stam- 
ina to  say,  "I  don't  know."  HE  IS  WISE.  Ask  a 
street  car  conductor,  a  vaudeville  comedian,  or  a 
traveling  salesman,  what  is  wrong  with  this  coun- 
try or  the  whole  world,  and  he  will  spend  hours 
telling  you.  Ask  the  same  question  of  a  statesman 
who  is  in  a  position  to  know  of  these  afi'airs,  and 
he  will  answer,  "I  don't  know." 

We  can  acquire  nothing  that  is  worth  while 
without  working  for  it.  EDUCATION  IS  WORTH 
WHILE. 

Make  courtesy  to  others  a  habit. 

This  is  a  world  of  difi'ering  conditions,  wherein 
he  who  can  best  adapt  himself  to  them  will  be  the 
happiest  and  most  successful.  When  it  rains,  we 
adapt  ourselves  to  that  condition  by  wearing  a 
rain  coat  or  carrying  an  umbrella.  The  weather 
cannot  be  such  that  it  will  please  everybody,  so 
those  who  are  not  suited,  instead  of  fruitlessly 
complaining,  :\IAKE  THE  BEST  OF  IT.  In  con- 
ducting a  university,  or  classes  in  a  university,  the 
routine  cannot  be  such  that  it  will  please  every- 
body, but  those  who  are  not  suited,  instead  of 
fruitlessly  complaining,  will  get  along  better  if 
thev  ADAPT  THEMSELVES  TO  IT. 
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INTIMATE   GLIMPSE   OF   A   GREAT  TEAM   PRACTICING! 
(If  we  were  to  believe  our  graphic  reporters) 


HE  HAD  IT  TIED 

Flower — "Who's    the    fellow    they're    quarreling 

with?" 
Wall — "That's  the  guy  who  keeps  the  score." 
Flower — "  'S  matter,  won't  he  give  it  rp?" 


Student — "Oh,   I   spilled   sulphuric   acid   all   over 

my   dress!" 
Lab.  Instructor — "Well,  don't  make  so  much  noise 

about  it ;  get  some  more  from  the  big  bottle 

on  the  shelf." 


WHEN  VOX  POPS 

The  frenzied  soapbox  orator  cried  in  stentorian 

tones, 
"See  what  has  been  done  for  the  masses  by  this 

word- wide — " 
Something  was  wrong.     He  began  again.     "See 

what  has  been  done  by  this  world-wired—" 
He  tried  once  more.  "See  what  this  word-wild—" 
Then  he  fell  off  the  box. 


"I  hope  I  make  myself  clear,"  said  the  water  as  it 
passed  through  the  filter. 


FIELD  REVISED 

His  sister  called  him  Willie, 
His  mother  called  him  Will ; 

But  when  he  came  to  college 
To  Dad  't  was  Bill,  Bill,  Bill. 


Innocent  Frosh :  What  did  they  mean  when  they 
said  there  would  be  a  mass  meeting? 

Wise  Soph:  Why,  er — It's  a  kind  of  religious 
ceremony. 


SIGNALS  OVER 

Central :     Number,  please. 

Quarterback   (Absently):     63-21-11  Shift! 


JUSTIFIABLE  HOMICIDE?     OF  COURSE 

She   gazed   over   Lake    Michigan,    her    blue    eyes 

darkening    as    they    searched    the    restless 

waters. 
"Ah,"  thought  I,  "here  at  last  is  a  serious  woman, 

pei'haps  even  an   intelligent  woman." 
I  approached  with  diffidence ;  she  turned  to  me 

with   a   gentle   dignity.      I   hesitated ;   then, 

"What,"    I   asked   hopefully,    "do   you    think 

of  life?" 
My  heart  warmed  to  the  sympathy  which  fired 

the  somber  depths  and  I  waited  reverently. 

She  spoke. 
"I  think  the  illustrations  are  just  simply  killing, 

don't  vou? 
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"A  PICKANINNY  FREEZE" 


THE  SHE-MAN 

NOW  at  this  Time  there  lived  in  that  Country 
a  certain  Sect  among  the  College  Men  called 
Cake-eaters,  who  sported  a  Mean  Line  and  Slung 
a  Rich  Lingo.  They  were  quite  the  Worm's  Wrig- 
gle at  Puffing  the  Short  White  and  Shuffling  the 
Light  Pumps,  and  Copped  the  Elephant's  Night- 
dress when  it  came  to  Giving  the  Glad  Hand  to 
the  Corner  Bootlegger. 

A  peculiar  mixture  of  Insane  Noises,  called  Jazz, 
which  if  Produced  by  J.  Meadowgrass  of  Spivus 
Springs  at  his  First  Recital  would  have  been 
"simply  hideous,"  but  which  was  "simply  wondei*- 
ful"  when  tortured  by  Bisham  Bones,  was  the 
Cake-eater's  First,  Last  and  Middle  name.  This 
Mental  Condiment  was  obtained  in  Large  or  Small 
Doses,  accordingly  as  his  Check  Held  Out,  at  cer- 
tain Places  called  Gardens.  These  Gardens  were 
So  called  because  One  Planted  one's  Specie  there, 
in  Large  Amounts  which  produced  a  Growing 
Fear  of  the  Wrath  to  Come  from  Papa. 

When  a  Cake-eater  bought  Talcum  Powder  the 
Clerk  overlooked  the  Talcum  for  Men  and  inquired, 
"What  Scent?"  His  Dainty  Posture  and  Chic 
Habiliments  were  copied  Far  and  Wide  (Wide  at 
the  Bottoms).  His  Affinity  for  Lounges  and  the 
Dansant  were  so  Well  Known  that  Some  called 
Him  Tea  Hound,  and  others,  Lounge  Lizard. 

However,  many  Hardy  Souls  arrayed  themselves 
even  as  The  Cake-eater,  so  In  Those  Days  the 
Adage  was  Truly  Spoken. — Judge  not;  for  Clothes 
do  not  Alwavs  Unmake  the  Man.        — V.  K. 


THE  ROLLS  OR  THE  ROLL? 

Pater:     What  made  you  so  late  getting  in  last 

night  ? 
Filius :     I  had  a  blowout. 
Pater:     Hm — tire  or  roadhouse? 


OUT! 

Coach    (looking  over  baseball   recruits) 

position  do  you  want  to  play? 
Ambitious  Youth :     Batter,  sir. 


What 


AND  LIVED  ALL  HIS  LIFE 

A  Freshie  in  school  named  McGirth 
Was  born  on  the  day  of  his  birth ; 
He  was  married,  they  say, 
On  his  wife's  wedding  day, 
And  died  on  his  last  day  on  earth. 


Lover — "I  would  die  for  you." 
Lovee — "How  soon?" 


VALUE  OF  ECONOMICS 

Zene — "Lend  me  four  bits,  will  ya?" 
Ben — "Only  got  forty  cents  in  change." 
Zene — "Well,  gimme  that,  and  you  can  owe  me 
the  other  dime." 


Red — "Did  you  ever  swear  off  smoking?" 
Hot— "Yes,  off  and  on." 


SUNM^, 


A  SORRY  SPECTACLE 

She    (singing)  :     Drink    to    me    only    with    thine 

eyes — 
He :    Sorry,  lady,  I  left  my  glasses  at  home. 


Pase  Nine 
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"HIRE  EDDICATION'' 


Sept, 


Somewhere  on  the  campus  (clever,  eh  dad?) 
Dear  Folks, 

I  like  this  college  considerably.  There  is  little 
or  no  studying,  since  although  the  instructors  al- 
ways assign  us  lessons,  I  have  been  told  they  is 
only  kidding  us  and  they  just  like  to  let  the  class 
know  they  know  the  different  pages  that  the  les- 
sons are  on.  They  also  tell  me  that  if  I  do  this 
I  shall  be  able  to  see  some  of  my  old  friends  again 
sooner  than  I  expected.    Won't  that  be  dandy? 

There  are  girls  in  this  school  too,  not  like  Osh- 
kosh  High.  They  even  sit  in  the  same  class  with 
the  fellows.  One  sat  down  next  to  me  and  she 
even  talked  to  me.  She  asked  me  to  buy  a  ticket 
to  a  dance,  but  she  didn't  tell  me  the  name  of  the 
barn  it's  going  to  be  in.  I  bought  a  ticket,  though, 
because  she's  awful  pretty. 


Say,  Pa,  will  you  send  me  my  old  boy  scout  suit 
and  my  second  class  badge,  too,  there's  a  lot  of 
fellows  wearing  them  around  this  place.  Some 
of  them  look  older  than  eighteen,  too. 

I  wish  you  would  send  me  five  dollars  extra  this 
month,  as  I've  got  a  chance  to  buy  a  chapel  seat 
for  the  year.  It's  only  five  dollars  and  it's  going 
to  be  on  the  stage.  Some  dean  or  register  was  sit- 
ting thei'e  last  week,  but  they  say  it  hasn't  been 
sold  yet. 

Give  my  love  to  Alf  and  don't  forget  to  feed  the 
guinea  pigs.    From  your  loving  son, 

HEZEKIAH. 

P.  S.  I've  got  a  chance  to  buy  the  Post  Office 
for  twenty-five  dollars,  should  I?  The  stamps 
alone  are  worth  that.  It  happens  this  fellow  wants 
to  move.  He  says  he  has  to  get  out  of  town  pretty 
quick. — Hez. 


Stage  Manager:      "All  right,   run  up  the  curtain." 
Green  Stagehand :    "Say,  whatcha  think  I  am — a  squirrel  ?" 


Puse  Ton 


A  LAY  OF  ANCIENT  ROME 


By  MALCOLM    R.  EISELEN 


All  Rome  was  in  a  turmoil, 

Resounding  with  the  din, 
For  autumn  was  returning 

And  the  studes  were  pouring  in. 
Long  ere  divine  Apollo 

Had  ventured  from  the  hay. 
The  mighty  legions  gathered 

For  registration  day. 

II. 

They  filled  the  wide-spread  Forum 

And  topped  the  neighboring  heights, 
Discussing  football  chances 

And  the  new-ruled  dateless  nights. 
For  Rome  now  meant  to  conquer, 

Her  team  must  be  the  best. 
Coach  Cato  well  expressed  it, 

"Carthago  delenda  est." 

III. 

They  sought  to  rush  the  barriers, 

And  crush  them  with  their  weight ; 
You've  read  how  one  man  hurled  them  back, 

Horatius  at  the  gate. 
And  when  they  trickled  inward. 

Admitted  one  by  one, 
Their  trials  and  tribulations 

Had  only  just  begun. 

IV. 

Though  twenty  centuries  have  passed, 

The  system's  none  the  wiser. 
Diogenes  a  lifetime  spent 

In  seeking  his  adviser. 

And  if  perchance  the  student 

Did  find  whom  he  did  seek, 
What  though  he  yearned  for  physics, 

They  signed  him  up  for  Greek. 


V. 

And  those  who  found  their  credits 

Had  been  reduced  from  par. 
Proposed  a  cup  of  hemlock 

Be  fed  the  registrar. 
And  many  a  haughty  senior 

And  frosh  of  verdant  green, 
Didst  turn  their  prayers  from  Jupiter 

And  try  them  on  the  dean. 

VI. 

Meanwhile  the  frats  were  rushing 

Their  pledges  to  the  fold, 
And  naught  was  barred  but  murder, 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 
Young  Hercules  of  football  build, 

Was  quick  to  find  a  home. 
While  Orpheus  was  pledged  because 

He  played  the  saxaphone. 

VII. 

E'en  to  this  day  the  Gammas 

Bewail  their  cruel  fate. 
Because  they  pledged  Mark  Brutus 

While  Caesar  got  the  gate. 
And  e'en  the  poet  Virgil 

Was  lost  to  Delta  Xi, 
Because  he  wore  a  toga  that 

Was  baggy  at  the  knee. 

VIII. 

Through  all  this  din  and  turmoil, 

The  wearied  student  went. 
Collecting  endless  autographs, 

His  toga  torn  and  rent. 
And  as  a  final  rite  each  found 

That  one  last  glad  surprise : 
The  bill — one  hundred  shekels  down. 

Plus  Student  Enterprise. 
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SAVE  THE  SURFACE 

Ed:     "A  coed  and  her  car  were  in  an  accident 
on  Sheridan  Road  yesterday." 
Coed:    "Anybody  hurt?" 
Ed :     "No,  only  a  little  paint  chipped  off  both." 


MIDAS 
(Being  a  Freshman  Theme) 

Like  everything  else,  you  can  have  too  much 
money.  You  can  even  get  an  overdose  of  fresh  air, 
as  did  the  guy  who  lost  his  clothes  in  a  hurricane. 

Midas  was  the  anticiue  politician  who  wished 
everything  he  touched  would  turn  to  14-karat  gold, 
and  got  his  wish.  On  the  morning  of  the  first  day, 
when  Midas  dug  into  his  grapefruit  a  stream  of 
gold  nuggets  squirted  in  his  eye.  He  tried  a  dough- 
nut in  the  hope  it  would  be  like  lead,  but  even  the 
sinker  carried  a  twenty-year  guarantee. 

Everything  the  old  guy  got  next  to  shifted  to 
the  Wall  Street  big  leagues.  Bryan  could  have 
saved  him  with  his  bi-metallism,  but  Bryan  didn't 
exist  then,  even  in  jungle  form.  Poor  Midas  had 
nothing  to  do  but  lie  down  and  die  of  malnutri- 
tion. 

The  moral  is  obvious,  like  a  gold  tooth.  Money 
is  not  everything,  as  rubles  in  Russia  prove. 


TWO  COEDS 

I  don't  like  Marian. 

She  is  too  pretty, 

She  dresses  too  smartly; 

She  goes  around  with  too  many  fellows. 

She  reads  too  much; 

She  doesn't  listen  attentively ; 

She  talks  too  much  about  herself. 

I  like  Rosemary. 

She,  too,  is  pretty ; 

She  dresses  smartly, 

And  goes  around  with  many  fellows. 

And  reads  quite  a  bit. 

She  listens  attentively  when  I  talk, 

And  never  talks  about  herself. 


A  BURNING  QUESTION 

Kappen :     Did  he  quit  smoking  forever  ? 

Gowne :    He  said  he  wouldn't  bet  on  the  next  life. 


HE  WOKE  AT  THE  SWITCH,  TOO 

A  fraternity  freshman  named  Fitch 
Was  told  to  beat  carpets ;  at  which 

He  cut  a  peach  limb. 

But  work  tired  him : 
They  found  him  asleep  at  the  switch. 


'So  your  efforts  to  vamp  him  were  fruitless?" 
'Not  exactly;  I  found  he  was  a  lemon." 


She  gazed  at  him  with  hungry  smile. 
He  counted  change  for  quite  awhile. 
"I'd  love  a  drink,"  the  coy  thing  spake. 
"Ha,  ha!"  said  he,  "just  try  the  lake." 
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I'M  GOOD,  AT  THAT 


ONE  night  the  boys  asked  me  to  go  up  to  the 
house.  They  call  that  rushing.  I  don't  know 
why,  none  of  the  boys  seemed  particularly  rushed 
and  I  wasn't  in  much  of  a  hurry  myself.  Well, 
I  went  up  there  and  we  hung  around  and  talked 
a  while.  I  told  the  boys  all  about  our  fine  cows 
and  chickens,  and  how  we  won  the  prize  for  the 
potato  with  the  most  eyes.  They  all  was  inter- 
ested and  I  made  em  laff  a  lot — I'm  good  at  that. 
After  a  while  one  of  em  asks  me  if  I  know  any- 
thing about  pumps,  and  I  says,  "Do  I?  I  should 
say  so.  I  always  clean  the  frogs  and  fishes  out 
of  ours."  They  all  laffed  at  that,  but  it  turned 
out  that  the  pump  he  was  talkin  about  was  for 
some  kind  of  a  autymobile,  so  the  joke  was  on 
them  after  all.  Anyway  I  told  all  about  how  to 
fix  a  cream  separator  and  they  was  all  glad  to 
get  the  information — I'm  good  at  that. 

Finely  one  of  the  boys  says,  "Lets  play  cards, 
do  you  know  how?"  I  says,  "I  should  say  I  do, 
we  used  to  play  rummy  once  every  month  back 
home — I'm  good  at  cards."  So  they  hollers  for  a 
deck.  Well,  I  didn't  see  why  we  needed  a  deck 
to  play  on,  but  these  college  men  have  funny 
idears,  so  I  didn't  say  nothin.  Well,  it  turns  out 
that  they  was  callin  for  a  pack  of  cards.  I  didn't 
want  to  hurt  there  feelins  none  so  I  just  made 
beleive  not  to  notice  the  mistake.  We  sat  down 
and  they  says,  "Now  we'll  play  poker."  They 
said  poker  was  cards  so  I  just  let  em  have  there 
way. 

One  of  the  boys  mixes  the  cards  and  puts 
em  in  front  of  me  and  then  says  "Cut."  Well, 
I  didn't  want  to  spoil  that  pack,  but  I'm  always 
accomedatin,  so  I  gets  out  my  big  knife  and  was 
going  to  show  that  bunch  of  city  college  fellers 
a  good  job  of  cuttin.  But  they  grabbed  the  cards 
away  and  says  that  I  should  divide  'em.    Well,  sir. 


that  just  shows  what  harm  education  can  do. 
They  tells  me  to  cut  the  cards  when  what  they 
meant  all  the  time  was  that  I  should  divide  'em  in 
two.  Ain't  college  fellers  funny?  We  each  got 
some  cards  and  all  the  boys  threw  some  chips  on 
the  table.  One  of  the  boys  looks  at  me  and  says, 
"Ante?"  I  says,  "Well,  she  ain't  so  well  since  she 
got  kicked  in  the  head  by  our  mule.  But  how  did 
you  know  about  her?"  They  all  laffed,  and  so  I 
guess  I  made  another  hit — I'm  good  at  that. 

We  played  along  and  then  one  feller  says  to 
me,  "I  call  you."  Well,  you  bet  I  didn't  let  him 
finish  it — I  won't  let  nobody  call  me  names  even 
if  he  is  a  college  feller.  So  I  gets  up  ready  to 
fight — I'm  good  at  that — but  seven  or  eight  of 
the  boys  finely  managed  to  hold  me  down.  They 
said  the  two  was  wild,  but  I  didn't  see  anythin 
wild  about  it  at  all  and  told  'em  they  should  see 
our  mule.  That  was  a  good  one,  they  all  laffed. 
We  all  put  our  cards  on  the  table  so  everybody 
could  see  and  I  had  a  two  in  mine.  One  of  the 
boys  looks  at  it  and  says,  "The  deuce."  Well, 
I  didn't  see  what  he  was  mad  about,  but  I  was 
glad  to  here  a  college  feller  swear  so  mild.  From 
what  I'd  heard  about  'em  I  had  almost  braced 
myself  to  here  'em  say,  "The  devil."  So  you  see 
they  ain't  as  bad  as  they  is  painted.  That's  a 
good  one,  eh?  I  just  learned  it.  Of  course  they 
ain't  really  painted. 

When  we  got  thru  they  said  that  was  fine  enter- 
tainment. I  didn't  think  it  was  so  good,  because 
I  didn't  have  enough  money  left  to  entertain  my- 
self at  breakfast  next  mornin — but  I  didn't  say 
nothin — I'm  good  at  that.  When  I  went  they 
all  shook  my  paw,  said  they  was  glad  I  came, 
and  come  again.  I  said  I  would,  I  guess  I  made 
'em  like  me  pretty  much — I'm  good  at  that. 

— S.  A.  L. 


Nit :    "I  notice  that  Tom  has  been  in  good  spirits         Wit :    "Yes,  he  just  came  back  from  Canada  last 
lately."  week." 
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THE  BUBBLE 

Over  my  head  one  green  spring  day, 
Life,  the  vagrant  west  ivind,   blew 
A  bubble  of  many  a  rainboiu  hue: 

'Twas  Love  so  fair. 
W  ith  its  dazzling  colors  I  longed  to  play, 
I  ran  and  tried  from  Life  to  ivrest  it. 
But  when  my  finger-tips  had  pressed  it, 

Love  vanished  there. 

My  hands  are  empty  now.    My  tears 
Scorch  the  earth  whereon  they  fall. 
The  west  wind  comes  again  to  call 

A  taunting  cry. 
'^You're  of  the  foolish  ones,'^  he  jeers. 
^'W  ho  break  the  bubble  when  they  find  it; 
He  loses  Love  who  tries  to  bind  it." 

And  Life  goes  by. 

— F.  F.  T. 


SOUTHLAND  LONGINGS 

It's  a  funny  sorta  feelin 

That  a  Southern  fellow  seems  to  get. 
When  the  leaves  turn  brown  and  start  a-fallin, 

And  cover  ground  that's  soggy,  soakin    wet. 

Ws  a  lonesome,  dreary  sorta  feelin  , 

That  makes  you  close  your  eyes  and  let  rour 
memory  fly 
To  a  languid.  Southern  sand-streeted  village. 

With  the  lazy  buzzards  jloatin    in  the  sky. 

It  ain't  that  I  want  to  spend  mv  life  there, 
On  those  sandy  streets  to  always  roam. 

But.  gosh!  how  Fd  like  to  see  the  buzzards. 
And  spend  a  coupla  days  or  so — at  home. 

— H.  F.  w. 


PORTRAIT:    AN  OLD  LADY 

Always  she  reminded  me  of  an  old  china  cup 
Immaculate  and  delicately  fashioned. 

Bewildered  by  a  rough  and  a  robust  world — 
Fragile — un  passioned. 

— c.  R.  H. 


ILIUM 

Gardens  are  torvers  that  touch  the  sky. 
Gardens  are  blossoms  wet  at  night. 

Gardens  are  dust  and  stones  piled  high. 
Gardens  are  petals  glimmerijig  ivhite. 

Gardens  of  clover  aiul  columbine. 
Gardens  of  briik  and  stone  and  glass, 

U  inds  and  rain  and  the  gold  sunshine — 
Every  garden  shall  bloom  and  pass. 

S-M.  B. 


THE  GULLS 

I  like  to  watch  the  gulls  flash  by 
Beneath  the  blue  and  sparkling  sky- 
Like  silver  arrows  sjvift  and  low. 
Across  the  gleaming  lake  they  go. 

Their  target  must  be  very  far; 
Perhaps  it  is  an  unseen  star. 


-S-M.  B. 


CANTERBURY  BELLS 

I  saw  a  lady  on  the  train  the  other  day, 
A  little  lady,  elderly  and  thin — 
(A  black  silk  dress  and  garnet  studded  pin) 
As  I  was  going  in  to  town  to  see  a  play. 

She  held  a  big  bouquet  of  flowers  in  her  hand, 
Gripping  them  tightly  with  a  ivetted  rag; 
I  thought  she  had  a  garden  in  a  bag. 

Taking  to  town  a  breath  of  country  land. 

— S-M.  B. 


FOLLY 


I  used  to  say  that  life  bore  down  upon  me  like  a. 

pall : 
Then  you  came  by  and  made  a  laughing  glory  of 

it  all! 

And  now   I   doubt  that   wisdom   ever   knew   your 

changing  eyes. 
Or  that  there's  any  wisdom  but  that  love  is  far  more 

ivise. 

— c.  R.  H. 
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6>iY  THE  PRAIRIE 

Little  old  straggly  street, 
Dropped  where  the  crossroads  meet. 
Little  old  store  or  two. 
Squatting  the  long  day  through 
On  the  prairie. 

Most  trains  go  whistling  through, 
Stop  every  day  or  two. 
Posts  to  tie  horses  up. 
Pump  with  an  old  tin  cup. 
On  the  prairie. 

Man  in  the  barber  shop 
Spits  on  his  razor  strop; 
Girl  in  the  general  store 
Chews  on  an  apple  core, 
On  the  prairie. 

Same  sun  shines  on  the  place, 
One  nose  on  every  face. 
People  seem  funny  there. 
But  they  don't  seem  to  care. 
On  the  prairie. 

Place  to  be  homesick  for':" 

Man,  I  want  nothing  more 

Than  to  be  back  again. 

Back  in  my  home  again. 
On  the  prairie! 

— c.  A.  H. 

BEAUTY 
My  girl  is  as  tender 
As  a  bud  in  early  April. 
She  is  as  mature  and  developed 
As  June's  sweetest  flowers. 
She  is  as  fair 
As  a  beautiful  lily; 
She  has  eyes  with  the  blue  of  Indiana 
(You  knoiv,  Wabash  Blue)  ; 
Her  mouth,  eternally  kissable. 
Small,  but  utterly  disturbing; 
Her  skin  is  as  soft 
As  the  light  of  the  moon: 
Her  hair,  the  glorious  golden  shade. 
The  object  of  all  chemistry  experiments. 
Her  thoughts  are  as  sweet  as  the  wind  from  the 

West; 
She  gets  ninety-five  in  intelligence  test. 

■ — ANON. 


ASTRONOMY 

Oh,  you  are  a  planet  and  I  am  a  star, 
And  I  twinkle  and  shine  from  above; 

I  look  down  and  smile  from  my  place  in  the  sky 
And  whisper  a  message  of  love. 

Then  all  through  the  night  I  just  worship  and  watch. 
And  it  seems  that  you  care  for  me,  too; 

But  my  radiance  fades  at  the  break  of  the  morn. 
Effaced  in  the  heavens  of  blue. 

I  wonder  if  you  then  will  still  persevere 

And  continue  to  cherish  the  sun. 
Or  will  ages  of  time  change  your  liking  for  me, 

When  my  four  rears  at  college  are  done! 

— w.  s. 


THE  MATH  SHARK  TO  HIS  LOVE 
We'll  meet,  my  loie,  in  the  libraree. 

At  the  shelf  of  the  math  reserve, 
.4nd  we'll  trace  a  root  of  the  nth  degree 

Down  the  trail  of  a  quadrate  curve. 

Eternity's  long,  and  Infinity's  big. 

And  Zero's  very,  very  small; 
There's  calc  to  get,  and  spherical  trig. 

And  triangulation  of  an  ovoid  ball. 

So  meet  me.  love,  tvhile  the  parallel  lines 
Play  tag  in  the  engineers'  attics; 

We'll  hie  to  the  place  where  the  tangent  sines. 
And  dale  for  our  mathematics. 

— D.  K.  B. 


BATTLES  AND  GLORY 
This  verse  is  a  story  of  battles  and  glory. 

And  tells  how  we  fought  while  in  France. 
It  gives,  very  clearly,  how  we,  (very  nearly) 

Won  out  when  ive  hadn't  a  chance. 
The  boys  were  all  ready,  the  front  line  was  steady, 

We  wanted  to  pierce  their  defense. 
But  some  hesitation,  to  get  information, 

Delayed  the  set  time  to  commence. 
Just  one  man  was  needed,  to  face  death  unheeded. 

The  captain  asked  me  if  Ed  go. 
My  pals  croivded  near  me  to  praise  me  and  cheer 
me. 

I  proudly  stepped  up  and  said,  ''No." 

F.  S..  JR. 
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"They  call  her  a  human  dynamo." 

"Why?" 

"Because  everything  she  has  is  charged." 

FOUR  CURTAIN  CALLS 

The  Freshman,  with  an  eagerness  scantily  con- 
cealed by  an  air  of  cosmopolitanism  liorrowed  from 
traveling  salesmen. 

The  Sophomore,  with  cocksure  carriage  sup- 
ported by  the  illusion  of  external  correctness  and 
ignorance  of  internal  emptiness. 

The  Junior,  soberly  elated  by  visions  of  ap- 
proaching influence  in  the  home-town  Kiwanis 
Club. 

The  Senior,  slightly  aged  by  anticipation  of  the 
end  of  paternal  remittances,  by  the  necessity  of 
finding  a  job  and  of  terminating  a  pleasant  engage- 
ment by  marriage. 


The  prof  was  busy.     The  telephone  rang. 

"Is  this  the  Evanston  Gas  Works?"  asked  a 
sweet  voice. 

"No,  madam,"  roared  the  prof.  "This  is  the 
University  English  department." 

"Well,  I  didn't  miss  it  so  far,  did  I?"  he  heard 
as  the  receiver  clicked. 


Ben :  "The  cigar  store  caught  fire  and  burned 
down." 

Zene :     "Were  the  firemen  heroic  ?" 

Ben :  "I  should  say  so — one  nearly  lost  his  life 
rescuing  coupons!" 


BROODINGS  OF  BITTER  BILL 

Some  people  think  that  professors  are  intel- 
lectual.   This  is  an  erroneous  idea. 

Their  salaries  are  very  small,  but  they  claim 
that  they  teach  just  for  the  love  of  teaching.  That 
proves  the  idea  erroneous. 

Milton  said  he  had  more  understanding  than  his 
teachers.  If  his  teachers  were  like  mine  are,  that 
does  not  imply  genius  on  his  part.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  his  teachers  showed  no  more  intelligence 
than  "Paradise  Lost" 

The  motto  of  the  average  dean  is:  If  a  man  is 
a  professor,  he  knows  enough ;  if  he  is  a  student, 
he  knows  too  much. 

Some  instructors  say  that  the  more  they  study 
the  more  they  are  convinced  of  their  ignorance. 
We  can  tell  them  the  same  thing  without  studying. 

When  a  man  teaches  something  he  does  not 
know  to  someone  else  with  no  aptitude  for  it,  and 
gives  him  a  certificate  of  proficiency — that  is  edu- 
cation. 

Many  instructors  are  too  busy  educating  young 
people  to  teach  them  anything. 

A  student  promises  to  his  instructor  according 
to  his  desires,  and  performs  according  to  his  fears. 

Once  a  professor  decided  to  get  married,  but  he 
had  to  become  a  postal  clerk  in  order  to  do  it. 

Now  he  wishes  he  were  a  professor  again.  He 
was  well  versed  in  calculus  and  metaphysics,  but 
he  used  the  wrong  formula  in  playing  poker. 

Professors  are  often  absentminded.  One  went 
to  class  the  other  day  without  a  shirt  on. 

He  had  always  believed  in  the  superiority  of 
mind  over  matter.  But  he  wished  then  that  he 
had  a  little  more  matter  and  a  little  less  mind. 


She — "I  hear  he  drinks  something  awful.' 
He— "Yeah,  I  tasted  it." 
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Percy    says:      "Whenever    one    of   these    male    flappers 

steps  out  with  a  CHECK  shirt,  you  can  BANK  on  it 

that  he  is  trying  to  DRAW  some  Httle  'Gold-digger's' 

INTEREST" 


THE  WAY  OF  A  MAID 

She  spurned  him, 

And  he  had  known  her  for  years. 

She  had  been  the  light  of  his  life. 

The  inspiration  of  his  very  existence ; 

And  he  had  become  used  to  her, 

And  no"w  she  was  to  leave  him, 

To  be  gone  out  of  his  sphere  forever. 

Oh,  how  he  w^ould  miss  her, 

With  her  carefree  smile. 

And  her  sunny  disposition, 

With  her  unfailing  and  boundless  energy 

That  dared  and  that  flinched  at  nothing. 

How  he  had  pleaded  and  argued  against  marriage, 

And  told  her  it  ■was  a  relic  of  the  middle  ages. 

All  in  vain,  she  would  not  listen. 

And  now  she  had  left  him  forever. 

She  had  left  him  crushed  and  despondent, 

"Farewell,  farewell,  Mary,"  he  whispered, 

"A  new  maid  will  come  here  tomorrow." 

— W.  S. 


MOST  ANY  "APPROVED  RESIDENCE" 

Not  a  closet — was  a  room! 
And  she  left  me  to  my  doom, 
Landlady  with  wicked  air. 
Gleaming  eye,  and  flaming  hair. 
Groaned  a  bit,  set  to  work. 
Pulled  the  table  with  a  jerk. 
Legs  fell  off,  top  caved  in. 
Slipped,  and  did  a  dizzy  spin. 
Reached  a  chair,  sat  therein. 
Tried  to  rise,  barked  my  shin, 
Cussed  a  little — not  out  loud. 
Horrid  room — too  much  crowd. 

Hauled  my  trunk  in,  broke  the  lock — 
Gave  my  thumb  an  awful  knock. 
Just  eight  hangers  on  closet  pole 
To  hold  ten  dresses,  three  coats,  a  stole! 
Got  'em  up  there,  don't  know  how; 
Pole  came  down — awful  row. 
Dumped  some  "Pretties"  in  a  drawer. 
Threw  my  shoes  behind  the  door. 
Piled  my  hats  on  shelf — way  back. 
Put  my  tea  set  on  the  rack, 
Kicked  the  trunk  into  the  hall — 
Not  a  bad  place,  after  all ! 

— M.  L  B. 


First  Commuter:  "I  understand  Jones'  wife  is 
tight?" 

Second  Ditto:  "Tight!  Why,  man.  she  uses 
bai'bed  wire  for  clothesline,  so  the  birds  can't  sit 
down." 


MAKING  LIGHT  OF  HIM 

Professor:  "Mr.  Smith,  can  you  tell  us  what 
light  is?" 

Amateur  Physicist :  "I — er — I  knew,  but  I  can't 
recall  just  now." 

Professor:  "How  tragic!  All  the  physicists 
since  Adam  have  been  trying  to  find  out  and 
failed ;  and  here  one  brilliant  young  man  discovers 
and  forgets." 


IX'ftCCI 


First  Frosh:    "Did  you  ever  take  chills?" 
Second  Ditto :    "No.    What  hour  does  it  come  ?' 
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"Daughter,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  smoke." 
"But,  mother,  cigarets  won't  hurt  me." 
"That  may  be,  but  you  set  such  a  bad  example 
for  your  brother." 


HOW  THEY  WILL  FINISH 
By  Hugh  Bullerton 

I  look  for  a  great  surprise  in  the  coming  Inter- 
collegiate Hockey  Tournament.  From  a  close  ob- 
servation of  the  present  condition  of  the  ice  I 
should  say  the  Northern  colleges  should  stand  a 
better  chance  to  win.  Of  course  I  do  not  mean  the 
Canadian  colleges — that  is  unless  they  are  entered. 

Let  us  take  a  look  at  the  brand  of  hockey  sticks 
used  by  the  different  colleges.  This  plays  a  very 
important  part  in  determining  the  final  outcome 
of  a  contest,  as  even  the  most  prejudiced  South- 
side  fan  must  admit  that  both  sides  always  use 
hockey  sticks,  while  the  exact  players  cannot  al- 
ways be  so  closely  determined.  Of  the  two  brands 
of  wooden  clubs  used,  I  prefer  that  made  from  the 
harder  wood,  because  when  used  properly  it  often 
makes  a  better  impression  on  the  opponent  than 
that  made  from  the  softer  variety. 

Next  let  us  look  at  the  handles ;  here  is  where 
I  get  the  best  grip  on  my  subject.  The  handgrasp 
of  the  Middle  Western  teams  does  not  begin  to 
compare  with  that  of  the  far  East.    There  a  hard 


grasp  is  taken  on  the  club,  which  is  swung  with 
the  velocity  of  a  medium  sized  Indian  Club,  while 
the  West  uses  more  of  a  dumb-bell  type.  While  I 
have  never  seen  any  of  these  teams  in  action,  a 
pretty  good  idea  can  be  gotten  from  the  results  in 
1898.  The  score  of  the  first  game  will  be  98  to  54, 
the  second  57  to  3  and  the  third,  which  is  all  that 


will  be  played,  will  be  0  to 


— H.  K.  K. 


MIKE  AND  IKE 

He  is  grave  and  unsmiling ; 

He  seldom  speaks; 

Wherever  he  goes 

He  carries  a  heavily  laden  bag. 

When  he  writes 

It  is  in  strange  characters. 

Which  none  can  read. 

For  he  is  only  a  poor  oriental — 

He  is  the  Chinese  laundryman. 

He  is  grave  and  unsmiling ; 
He  seldom  speaks ; 
Wherever  he  goes 
He  carries  a  heavily  laden  bag. 
When  he  writes 
It  is  in  strange  characters, 
Which  none  can  read. 

For  he  is  the  highest  product  of  modern  civiliza- 
tion— 
He  is  a  college  professor. 


A  TRAGEDY 

The  shades  of  night  had  slowly  come, 
While  I  sat  up  and  chewed  my  gum ; 
For  I  had  naught  to  do  but  bum. 
All  through  the  night. 

I  surely  didn't  want  to  roam, 
I  was  content  to  stay  at  home. 
And  so  I  wrote  this  simple  pome. 
(Simple,  is  right.) 

Then  very  soon  I  fell  asleep. 
And  then  I  saw  a  dark  form  creep  .  . 
(I  know  this  pome  is  pretty  deep. 
And  also  bum.) 

The  form  began  to  creep  quite  near; 
A  lump  rose  in  my  throat  from  fear ; 
I  swallowed  good  and  hard  and  clear. 
And  lost  the  gum ! 

— F.  S.,  Jr. 
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TWO    ILLUSTRATED    MUSIC   TERMS 
Low  C  and  High  C 


THE  FATAL  MOMENT 

All  had  gone  well  beyond  his  fondest  dreams, 
and  yet  now  at  the  fatal  moment  he  found  himself 
mute  and  speechless.  He  stammered,  cold  drops 
of  perspiration  stood  upon  his  forehead,  his  lips 
sought  in  vain  to  utter  the  words  which  came 
welling  from  the  depth  of  his  soul,  yet  only  inco- 
herent mutterings  came  forth.  Pitying,  she 
looked  upon  him;  how  she  yearned  to  speak  the 
one  word  which  lay  trembling  upon  her  lips,  the 
one  word  which  should  end  all  his  agony.  He 
moistened  his  parched  lips,  his  eyes  wandered 
helplessly  over  the  room ;  finally,  with  an  exclama- 
tion of  despair,  the  professor  threw  down  the  class 
card,  "Miss  S-v-x-d-k-a-,  is  she  here?" 


CROESUS 

Now  John  D.  once  rated  the  world's  biggest  pile. 
And  labored  long  years  to  amass  it ; 

And  now  Henry  Ford  appears  rattling  along. 
And  threatens  at  length  to  surpass  it. 

To  John  I  would  leave  all  his  hydrated  gas. 

And  Henry  is  welcome  to  flivving ; 
If  e'er  I  aspire  to  real  fabulous  wealth. 

Let  me  sell  college  texts  for  a  living. 

— M.  R.  E. 


ANY  CURTAIN  CALLS? 

Thoughtless  woman. 
She  only  thinks 
Of  her  clothes. 
Now  she  starts 
A  new  fad, 
Wearing  long  skirts, 
You  might  say  she  has 
Dropped  the  curtain 
On  her  last  act. 


AIN'T  IT  THE  TRUTH? 

"If  I  can  only  get  a  key, 

A  Phi  Beta  key  of  gold. 
All  that  I  wish  will  come  to  me. 

The  key  to  all  I'll  hold." 

So  thought  a  staid  and  sober  grind ; 

This  truth  at  least  she  knew. 
June  brought  the  tribute  for  her  mind — 

A  key  of  burnished  hue. 

Years  later,  loud  in  grief  she  cried ; 

For  with  her  keenest  art 
She  couldn't  fit,  though  hard  she  tried, 

Her  key  to  some  man's  heart. 

—A.  R. 


"My  father  occupied  the  chair  of  Applied  Phys- 
ics in  Cambridge." 

"That's  nothing,  my  father  occupied  the  seat 
of  applied  electricity  in  Sing  Sing." 
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GARGOYLES 
By  Ben  Hecht.     (Boni  and  Liveright,  Publishers.) 

Ben  Hecht  is  like  cubist  paintings  and  women : 
he  is  grotesque  and  misunderstood.  "Gargoyles" 
is  a  very  different  sort  of  story  from  "Erik  Dorn." 
It  is  not  so  well  written  as  the  first  book,  even 
though  the  press  agent  tells  us  that  Mr.  Hecht 
spent  twelve  dollars  telephoning  the  publisher  to 
insert  a  certain  comma. 

Judge  George  Basine,  in  the  midst  of  a  morality 
drive  against  vice,  finds  that  he  has  fallen  in  love 
(and  love  to  Mr.  Hecht  has  nothing  other  than 
sensuality)  with  his  secretary.  The  good  judge 
is  married.  Mr.  Hecht  seems  to  have  taken  as  his 
thesis,  that  the  good  mian  should  have  had  an 
affair  with  the  beautiful  Ruth,  rather  than  let  her 
fall  into  the  arms  of  the  first  waster  who  comes 
along,  as  she  does. 

I  hold  no  brief  against  Mr.  Hecht  l^ecause  he  is  a 
realist,  or  a  sensualist.  Sometimes  he  is  a  con- 
summate artist. 

But  if  "Erik  Dorn"  (which  might  have  been 
called  "Erik  Among  the  Nudes")  was  a  flash  of 
gold  in  the  realist  school,  "Gargoyles"  is  a  flash 
of  the  very  best  brass.  — C.  B.  K. 
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ONE  OF  OURS 
By  Willa  Gather.     (Alfred  A.  Knopf,  Publisher.) 

Miss  Gather  is  recognized  as  one  of  the  fore- 
most women  writers  of  this  country.  Her  last 
novel,  "My  Antonia,"  has  been  called  one  of  the 
greatest  American  novels.  It  is  an  unforgettable 
tale,  the  story  of  Antonia,  a  Bohemian  girl  i-eared 
on  the  plains  of  Nebraska.  In  "One  of  Ours," 
she  has  again  laid  the  scene  in  Nebraska,  and  has 
again  achieved  a  triumph. 

Miss  Gather's  style  is  simple,  clear  and  direct; 
she  does  not  stoop  to  any  floridness  of  language  or 
confusing  verbiage,  as  others  less  capable  do,  and 
the  result  is  easy  and  pleasant  reading.  Her  de- 
scriptions are  admirable;  one  can  almost  feel  the 
scorching  sun  of  the  plains  and  the  cool  of  the 
twilight  along  Lovely  Greek. 


Mrs.  Wheeler  and  old  Mahailey  are  portrayed 
with  rare  sympathy.  The  whole  story  is  absorb- 
ing and  nobly  done.  One  cannot  help  but  feel  the 
fierce  patriotism  of  those  early  war  days,  and  suf- 
fer with  the  influenza-stricken  troopship.  The  end 
comes  with  a  swiftness  as  dramatic  as  it  is  in- 
evitable. Miss  Gather  should  be  awarded  a  medal 
for  Distinguished  Service  to  American  Literature 
for  not  yielding  to  the  temptation  to  portray 
Glaude  as  saying  some  romantic  or  sentimental 
final  words. 

"One  of  Ours"  is  a  literary  event.  One  feels  in 
closing  the  book  that  "by  the  banks  of  Lovely 
Greek,  where  it  began,  Glaude  Wheeler's  story  still 
goes  on.  To  the  two  old  women  who  work  together 
in  the  farmhouse,  the  thought  of  him  is  always 
there,  beyond  everything  else,  at  the  farthest  edge 
of  consciousness,  like  the  evening  sun  on  the 
horizon."  — D.  S. 
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YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  PRIDE 

By  Stephen  Vincent  Benet.     (Henry  Holt  &  Co., 
Publishers.) 

A  light  and  trivial  thing  is  this  "Young  People's 
Pride,"  yet  it  contains  a  really  splendid  plot.  It  is 
essentially  modern  and  essentially  youthful.  There 
is  nothing  tawdry,  shallow,  or  sordid  about  it. 
In  fact,  it  seeks  to  prove  that  the  young  people  of 
today  are  sound  after  all,  in  spite  of  tendencies 
at  times  unconventional. 

It  would  be  unfair  to  divulge  any  of  the  story, 
which  is  cleverly  woven ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  it  is 
quite  absorbing  and  interesting.  The  scene  is  laid 
in  New  York  and  its  fashionable  environs.  The 
language  and  actions  of  the  characters  are  most 
up-to-date,  and  the  characters  themselves  are  de- 
lineated with  real  sympathy  and  understanding. 
The  heart  interest  is  sustained  throughout,  and 
one  breathes  a  sigh  of  relief  when  all  misunder- 
standings are  finally  cleared  up. 

"Young  People's  Pride"  affords  a  pleasant  few 
hours'  entertainment,  and  it  serves  to  whet  one's 
interest  in  the  future  of  Mr.  Benet.  - — D.  S. 
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JOURNALISM  JANE  SAYS— 

Too  much  pepper  in  a  hot  time  does  not  mean 
getting  in  at  a  seasonable  hour. 

Politicians — campus  and  otherwise — soon  learn 
that  the  public  buys  opinions  for  the  same  reason 
it  buys  milk :  it  is  cheaper  than  keeping  a  cow. 
However,  the  milk  is  more  likely  to  be  watered. 

The  latest  version  is,  "Hew  to  the  wine,  let  the 
raisins  brew  what  they  may." 

There  are  many  dead  jokes  on  live  issues — dry 
jokes  on  the  wet  question,  for  instance. 

Several  profs  I  know  have  discovered  the  prin- 
ciple of  perpetual  notion. 

"Be  good,  sweet  child,  and  let  who  can  be 
clever,"  seems  to  be  the  motto  of  some  blue-law 
fans  I  know. 

No,  Jemima,  when  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder 
the  politicians  will  not  get  a  recount. 

I  don't  understand  why  I  should  get  a  flunk  no- 
tice in  math.  How  can  the  prof  tell  I  don't  know 
the  stuff,  when  I  haven't  turned  in  any  problems? 

The  difference  in  the  intimacies  of  two  freshman 
coeds  and  two  junior  coeds  is  not  a  difference  of 
subject  matter.  The  juniors  merely  speak  with 
authority. 

"Sugar  is  sweet,  and  so  are  you" but  many 

a  pill  has  a  sugar  coating. 

Many  a  college  graduate  regrets  that  in  his  un- 
dergraduate days  he  had  but  one  candle  to  burn 
at  both  ends. 

A  cynic  is  a  college  senior  who  has  watched  the 
mental  and  physical  development  of  his  freshman 
flame. 

A  woman  who  speaks  kindly  to  a  man  on  the 
street  is  either  hungry  or  tired  of  walking. 

Those  who  are  so  strong  for  prohibition  should 
remember  that  water  has  killed  more  than  whisky, 
Remember  the  flood. 


Sham :     What's  the  Mistress  of  the  Sea  looking 
for? 

Rock :     The  wake  of  the  Irish  ship  of  state. 

— Chaparral. 


Home  Comer  (the  morning  after)  :    Will  you  give 

me  something  for  my  head? 
Druggist :     I  wouldn't  even  take  it  as  a  gift. 


Professor:  "What  is  the  most  important  event 
in  the  economic  history  of  Paris?" 

Student  (who  has  been  abroad)  :  "The  discov- 
erv  of  America." 


PROMINENT  ALUMNI 

For  the  benefit  of  Freshmen  we  are  printing  this 

partial  list  of  world-known  celebrities  who  carved 

their  names  in  the  seats  of  N.  U.  classrooms  long 

before  they  carved  them  in  the  Hall  of  Fame. 

JULIUS  CAESAR,  '78 :  Prominent  alumnus,  who 
laid  the  cornerstone  of  Old  College. 

JESSE  JAMES,  '60 :  Served  as  class  treasurer  for 
four  years.  Attributes  all  the  success  of  after 
life  to  his  college  training. 

MUSTAPHA  KEMAL,  '98 :  Went  through  Greek 
in  college  in  four  months.    Still  at  it. 

BARON  MUNCHHAUSEN,  '05:  Prominent  fic- 
tion writer.  Former  editor  of  "The  Daily 
Northwestern."  Latest  work  is  the  Univer- 
sity catalog. 

DAN  O'LEARY,  '70 :  Famous  pedestrian.  Holds 
Northwestern  record  of  1  minute,  17  seconds, 
from  Fisk  Hall  to  Lunt  Library. 

ROBERT  PEARY,  '80:  After  using  the  gym 
showers  for  four  years,  went  to  the  North 
Pole  to  get  warm. 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE,  ex-'93:  Attended 
N.  U.  one  year.  Flunked  in  freshman  Eng- 
lish. 

ANDREW  VOLSTEAD,  '00 :  Football  star.  Made 
the  greatest  drop  kick  of  all  time. 

BOOKER  T.  WASHINGTON:  Graduated  from 
Northwestern  in  '99.  Wrote  "Up  from  Slav- 
ery" the  next  year. 

JESS  WILLARD,  '12:  Football  captain.  Made 
historic  first  down  at  Toledo.  Willard  Hall 
named  in  his  honor. 


Frater:  "Are  you  troubled  much  with  borrow- 
ing at  your  house?" 

Nutty:  "Yes,  a  great  deal.  I  never  seem  able 
to  get  what  I  want." 


THE  NEW  POLITICS 

Mater:  "I  hope  that  my  boy  may  become  pres- 
ident when  he  grows  up." 

Pater:  "It's  more  likely  he'll  become  a  sena- 
tor's husband."  

Izzy:    "I  saw  a  girl  without  rouge  today." 

Ainty:    "Yeh?" 

Izzv:     "And  she  didn't  look  bad  at  all." 


Sm.oke:  "The  nickel  cigar  has  come  back  since 
the  war." 

Smoker:  "Yes,  and  the  rest  has  improved  its 
strength." 
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Brute — J'ever  write  the  words  to  a  song?  Jack — I  hit  a  guy  in  the  nose  yesterday  and  you 

Stupid — No,  but  I  think  I  could.  should  have  seen  him  run. 

Brute — Well,  you  write  the  words  and  we'll  go         Mack That  so? 

outside  and  get  the  air.— Pitt  Panther.  Jack— Yeh ;  but  he  didn't  catch  me.— Widow. 


SOME  LINE 

The  Toreador  (after  an  hour's  session) — "Hello, 
hello,  central.    Can't  I  get  a  better  line?" 

Central  (who  overheard  most  of  it) — "Say,  bo, 
I  don't  see  what's  the  matter  with  the  one  you 
have." — Panther. 


He  (at  10  p.  m.) — What  can  I  do  to  make  me 
go  to  sleep? 

Roommate — Count  the  raindrops. 

He  (about  4  a.  m.) — What  comes  next  after  a 
million  ? — Mugwump. 


"What  are  the  grounds  for  the  divorce?" 
"Oh,  some  French  girl  named  Soisette  sewed 
her  name  on  all  his  shirts." — Chaparral. 


"Lemme  feel  your  pulse." 

"I  don't  have  any,  the  doctor  took  it  yesterday." 
-Puppet. 


"Why  is  the  little  finger  on  the  Statue  of  Liberty 
only  eleven  inches  long?" 

"Don't  know." 

"Because  if  it  was  an  inch  longer  it  would  be 
a  foot." — Panther. 


The  worm  worked  in  an  egg  plant. — Wag  Jag. 


Rena — My  hair  is  a  wreck. 

Gene — No  wonder.    You  left  the  switches  open. 
-Banter. 


"I  lead  a  fast  life,"  said  the  permanent  color 
as  it  splashed  into  the  tub  and  dyed. — Chaparral. 


Ingratiating  Fusser — Pardon  me,  but  I  think  we 
have  met  before.  Don't  we  attend  the  same 
church  ? 

Coed — Don't  you  dare  take  advantage  of  my 
sect ! — Gargoyle. 


THE  EIGHTH  WONDER 

He-flapper — Speaking  of  Einstein  makes  me 
think — 

She — Really  isn't  it  wonderful  what  science  will 
do. — Gargoyle. 


Debutante — What's  that  horrible  odor? 

Dilettante — It's  a  tonic  I'm  using.  My  hair's 
falling  out. 

Debutante — Can't  say  that  I  blame  it. — Chapar- 
ral.   

THE  PROFESSOR 

To  publish  all  the  things  he  knew, 

A  hundred  volumes  took ; 
And  yet  he  did  not  know  enough 

To  fill  a  pocketbook. 

— Gargoyle. 


She — Don't  take  this  personally,  Frank,  but  who 
is  the  dumjjest  person  in  the  world  ? 

He — Well,  excepting  present  company,  the 
goof  who  thinks  that  a  mailman  when  he  gets  a 
holiday  puts  up  a  lunch  and  takes  a  long  walk. — 
Gargoyle. 


A  little  blue  fly  from  Ausable, 
Went  blind  as  he  flew  from  the  stable: 
In  the  web  he  was  caught 
And  his  struggles  were  naught 
'Cause  he'd  left  his  specks  on  the  table. 

—Froth. 


W.  &  J. 

Fredie :     I  ought  to  go  see  my  French  prof. 
Percy:     How  come? 

Fredie:     He  called  on  me  twice  last  week. — 
Princeton  Tiger. 


TAKE  YOUR  CHOICE 

Clarence  (to  the  waiter  as  he  entered)  :  Let 
me  know  when  it  is  eleven-thirty. 

Lucy  (sweetly)  :  The  time  or  the  check? — Sun 
Dial. 
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Guests  in  "Quality  Street"  greet  Whitman's 
quality  group  of  distinguished  candy  packages  as 
welcome  friends.  In  any  social  gathering  they 
give  an  added  sense  of  sociability.  There's  magic  in 

STEPHEN  F.  WHITMAN  <Sl  SON,  Inc.,  Philadelphia,  U.  S.  A. 


eating  together.  There's  conversation  stimulated 
whenever  the  hostess  produces  the  Sampler, 
Salmagundi,  Pleasure  Island,  or  any  others  of 
the  favorites  in  "The  Quality  Group." 


Whitman's  famous  candies  are  sold  by 


Ask  for  a 
Special  Northwestern  Package 


Chas.  H.  Burkett 
H.  S.  Etherington 
Evanston  Pharmacy, 
(W.  L.  Daniels) 
1900  Central  Ave. 


Evanston  Pharmacy, 
601  Davis  St. 

Fraser  &  Lee 

Foster  St.  Pharmacy 
0.  H.  Hartman) 


Lee-Fraser  Drug  Co. 
John  V.  Lee 
University  Drug  Store 


HE  DRESSES 
WITH  ASSURANCE 


By  the  green  cap  he   wears,  you  recognize  the    frosh 
hurrying  down  Sheridan  Road  to  an  eight  o'clock. 

You  can  always  tell  the  college  man — on  the  campus  or 
in  the  loop — by  the  clothes  he  wears. 

The  man  in   college  moves  with  men  who   are    alert. 

He  dresses  with  the  assurance  of  one  who  knows 
clothes  and  who  knows  style. 

We    cater   to    the    man    in    college. 

KARGER'S  CLOTHES  SHOP 

FOR   MEN 

814    DAVIS    STREET 


VOCATIONAL  GUIDANCE  HINTS 

Anxious  Frosh :  "Is  there  any  calling  where  I'm 
sure  to  succeed?" 

Personnel  Expert:  "Well,  jjrofessional  bouncers 
usually  turn  out  well." 


First  Trustee:  "The  University  is  going  on  the 
rocks.    We'll  have  to  raise  the  tuition." 

Second  Ditto :  "Impossible !  Why,  it's  already 
five  per  cent  of  the  fraternity  dues." 


Poll:      "Her   father's    a    well-known    Southern 
planter." 
Lee:    "Ah,  a  cotton  king?" 
Poll:    "No,  a  Savannah  undertaker." 


Hee:    "I  have  rheumatism  in  one  foot." 
Hee-Hee:    "Shove  the  foot  through  a  window." 
Hee:     "Why?" 
Hee-Hee:    "Then  the  pane  will  be  gone." 


Scout :  "That  dog  has  hydrophobia ;  if  he  bites 
anybody  they'll  go  crazy." 

Boy :  "It's  a  poor  dog  that  can't  make  a  man 
mad  by  biting  him." 


"Four  Hundred  Sworn  In  at  R.  0.  T.  C."— Head- 
line. 

Not  to  mention  "Four  Hundred  Sworn  At  in  R. 
0.  T.  C." 


FROM  RECKLESS  TO  WRECK 
Bill:    "What  breaks  up  the  most  romances?" 
Pill:    "Marriage." 


EXCHANGES 

"My  dog  is  consumptive,  know  that?" 
"Is  that  so?" 
"Yeah.    Spitz  blood." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


PRACTICE  NOT  NECESSARY 
She:     "Marriage  is  not  practiced  in  China." 
Roomie:     "How  terrible!" 
She:    "Yes,  the  first  one  is  permanent." 


He-sez :     "You  didn't  know  who  I  was  at  the 
game  yesterday,  did  you?" 

She-sez:    "No,  who  were  you?" 
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AQUATIC? 

She:     Why   do   you   call   your   freshmen    "ca- 
noes?" 

He:     Because  we  paddle  'em. — Showme. 


A  BIG  JOB 

Fond  Parent :     What  is  worrying  you,  my  son  ? 

Willie:  I  was  just  wondering  how  many  legs 
you  gotta  pull  off  a  centipede  to  make  him  limp. — 
Sun  Dodger. 


"Why  do  they  say  that  the  instructors  get  a 
'sanitary  salary  ?'  " 

"Because  no  microbe  could  live  on  the  money 
they  get." — Gargoyle. 


Clarence:     "What  is  Georgette?" 
Clara:     "Sheer  waste,  dummy." — Froth. 


Fools  step  out  when  wise  men  go  to  bed. — S 
Dodger. 


un 


First  artist :     Do  anything  last  week  ? 
Second   same:     Yeah.     Knocked   off  a  coupla 
girls  heads. — Siren. 


And  when  it  rains  it  rains  alike 
Upon  the  just  and  unjust  fellah. 

But  more  upon  the  just,  because 

The  unjust  steals  the  just's  umbrella. 

— Phoenix. 


PARKWAY  TEA  SHOP 

1505  Chicago  Ave. 

Luncheon  60c— 11:30-2:00  Dinner  $1.00—5:30-7:30 


4- 


Private  Rooms  for  Parties  or  Club  Meetings        Sorority  Dinners  I 
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The -^^  Hoy  burn 
Theatre 

The  Home  of 
the   Students 

Foot  Ball 
Scores  by 

Quarters 

On    Saturday 
Afternoon  — 

Final  Scores  of  all  Games  in  Evening; 


I  1 

1  I 

I  I 

!  1 

I 
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The  PANTRY 

LUNCHEON  -  AFTERNOON  TEA  -  DINNER 

Here  you  may  invite  your  friends,  knowing 
they  will  appreciate  the  quality  and  cleanli- 
ness of  the  food  and  enjoy  the  quiet  refine- 
ment of  the  place. 

715  Church  St.,  Evanston,  Illinois 

Service  lOA.M.-II  P.M.    Sundav  4  P.M.-IO  P.M. 


1 
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ONA  M.  ROSE,  D.  S.  C. 

Chirofjodist 

Foot    Specialist 
Special  Attention  Given  1718  Sherman  Avenue 

To    All   Foot   Ailments  Evanston  7831 


CAMPUS  BARBER  SHOP 

1820  Sherman  Ave.  -  Tel.  Ev.  7249 

OPPOSITE  WILLARD  HALL 


1 
I 
I 
I 

i 
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I      I 


I      I 


"TF  you  want  to  know  whether  you  are 
going  to  be  a  success  or  a  failure  in  life 
you  can  easily  find  out.  The  test  is  simple 
and  infallible.  Are  you  able  to  save  money? 
If  not,  drop  out,  since  you  will  fail  as  sure 
as  you  are  alive.  You  may  not  think  so, 
but  you  will  eventually,  because  the  germ 
of  success  is  not  in  you." 

James  J.  Hill 

STATE  BANK  AND  TRUST  COMPANY 

Evanston,  Illinois 
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A  Student 

is  always  welcome  in  our  Studio 

Eugene  L*  Ray 

PHOTOGRAPHER 


Phone:  Evanston  2238 


Northwestern    Syllabus 


Hoybum  Bldg. 


JUDGE  NOT 

"What's  the  joke  they  are  telling  on  the  judge?" 
"He   fined   a   fellow   convicted   of   forgery   and 
took  a  bogus  check  in  payment." — Awgwan. 


'What  do  you  think  of  Scott's  'Ivanhoe'?" 
'I  like  his  Emulsion  better." — Jester. 


METAMORPHOSIS 

Nothing  is  to  be  seen  of  the  old  gang 

That  used  to  hang  about 

Casey's  Corner  Saloon. 

The  dark  figures  that  used  to  slouch 

Under  the  lamp  posts 

Have  all  disappeared. 

Prohibition  has  done  this, 

They  have  flats  now. — Goblin. 


INVENTORY 

"Who  was  the  greatest  inventor?" 

"An  Irishman,  Pat.  Pending. — Orange  Peel. 


Frosh :    "I've  been  trying  to  think  of  a  word  for 
two  weeks." 

Soph:     "How  about  fortnight?" — Orange  Peel. 


IN  THE  NEXT  ERA 

Attendant:  "Next  aircar  leaving  for  Mars  in 
three  minutes.  See  the  sights  in  the  heavens 
above!" 

Coed:  "Will  I  be  able  to  get  back  in  an  hour? 
You  see  I've  got  a  slumming  party  on  down  in  Hell 
tonight,  and  I  really  can't  miss  it.  I  do  so  want 
to  get  one  of  those  cute  little  pitchforks." — Orange 
Peel. 


GREAT  FEAT 

Professor's  wife :  "Why,  my  dear,  you've  got 
your  shoes  on  the  wrong  feet." 

Professor:  "But,  Henrietta,  they're  the  only 
feet  I've  got." — Phoenix. 


"How  did  Jim  lose  the  fingers  of  his  right 
hand?" 

"Put  them  in  a  horse's  mouth  to  see  how  many 
teeth  he  had." 

"What  happened?" 

"The  horse  closed  his  mouth  to  see  how  many 
fingers  Jim  had." — Virginia  Reel. 


All  the  Students  want 

John's  Wagon 

to    stay    on   the    Campus;    has   been   there    for   past 
15   years. 


Best  of  Chinese  dishes  cooked  by  noted  chef 


at 


JOHN'S  IDEAL  CAFE 

Opposite  Davis  "L"  Station 
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NcrtViwaste 

gnlTers\t: 

Library 


YOUR  STORE 

CKilds  &  Raeder 

THE    NORTHWESTERN     BOOK     STORE 

Text  Books,  Stationery 
Athletic  Goods 

The  Typical  College  Store 


Sunday  school  teacher:     "And  Nebuchadnezzar     f 
was  in  the  midst  of  his  riotous  orgy,  when,  look- 
ing up,  he  saw  the  handwriting  on  the  wall.    Now 
can  any  of  you  little  girls  and  boys  tell  me  what 
words  he  saw?" 

Bright  one :    "Watch  your  coat  and  hat." 

— Phoenix.  

THE   HERO 

"Does  he  live  within  his  means?" 

"Better  than  that — he  apparently  lives  without 
any." — Gargoyle. 


He :     Where  did  you  get  that  black  eye  ? 
Haw:     Raised  it  from  a  mere  slip. — Gargoyle. 


$2.00,  PLEASE 

Patient:  Doctor,  what'll  I  take  to  cure  my 
kleptomania  ? 

Doctor  (after  deep  thought)  :  Don't  take  any- 
thing, and  you'll  be  cured. — Gargoyle. 


THE  SYMBOL   OF  QUALITY 


N 


HOME  MADE 

Candies,  Ice  Cream,  Lunches 


THE  SAME  OLD  RECORD 

Doctor   (breaking  in  on  engrossed  Dean)  :     My 
dear  sir,  I  am  happy  to  report  that  a  little  boy     f' 
has  just  arrived.  ! 

Dean  (from  force  of  habit)  :    Tell  him  I  won't  be 
able  to  see  him  for  a  few  days  at  least. — Gargoyle. 


N 


ORTHWESTERXT 

CONFECTIONERY  IN 


I 
I 


. . 4, 

FOR    SHOES    TRY 

THE 

NORTH    SHORE    BOOTERY 

NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL 

Davis  Street  and  Chicago  Avenue 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 

Phone  6757  " 


. . .+ 
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HEADQUARTERS 

GENERAL  ELIlCTRIC  COMPANY 

SCHENECTADY  N.Y. 


A  Gateway  to  Progress 

There  it  stands — a  simple  forty-foot 
gateway  but  unlike  any  other  in  the  en- 
tire world.  Through  it  have  come  many 
of  the  engineering  ideas  that  have  made 
this  an  electrical  America. 

The  story  of  electrical  development 
begins  in  the  Research  Laboratories. 
Here  the  ruling  spirit  is  one  of  knowledge 
— truth — rather  than  immediate  prac- 
tical results.  In  this  manner  are  estab- 
lished new  theories — tools  for  future 
use — which  sooner  or  later  find  ready 
application. 

The  great  industries  that  cluster 
around  Niagara  Falls,  the  electrically 
driven  battleships,  the  trolley  cars  and 
electrified  railways  that  carry  millions, 
the  lamps  that  glow  in  homes  and  streets, 
the  household  conveniences  that  have 
relieved  women  of  drudgery,  the  labor- 
saving  electrical  tools  of  factories,  all 
owe  their  existence,  partly  at  least,  to  the 
co-ordinated  efforts  of  the  thousands 
who  daily  stream  through  this  gateway. 


General  Oflice 


Schenectady, 
N.Y. 

95-5HJ 


Text  Books 
Brief  Cases 

Loose  Leaf  Note  Books 

Fountain  Pens 

Box  Stationery 

Pennants 

Banners 

Pillow  Tops 


MONARCH   STATIONERY 

1618  Orrington  Ave. 

OPP.  YMCA 


YV7E  take  this  opportunity 
of  showing  our  appre- 
ciation for  the  kindness  you 
have  shown  us  in  the  pre- 
vious year.  To  the  incom- 
ing students  we  send  a 
hearty  welcome  and  invite 
them  to  follow  the  crowd  to 


EVANSTON,    ILL. 

620    DAVIS    ST. 


PaseThiilv 


ATTENTION! 

To  the  Northwestern  University 
Students  and  Co-eds. 


The  North  Shore  Hotel 
Barber  Shop 


The  most  Sanitary  in  Evanston,  is  employ- 
ing, only  First  Class,  Experienced  Barbers  to 
attend  to  the  wishes  and  needs  of  the  Students 
and  Co-eds  in  this  line.  A  trial  will  surely 
convince  you. 

WM.  B.  ENGELHARDT,  M^r. 


FLORIST 

WEILAND 


'Say  It  With  Flowers' 


2656  — Phones  — 2657 


602  Davis  St. 


.tititi 


This  one 

extra 
process 

dives  a 
delightful 
quality  that 
cannot  be 
duplicated 
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ROSENBERG'S 

'TJhe  dearth  Shore's  Created  Store 

The  Great  Favorite 
This  Season 

Colonial 
Footwear 

Every  college  ^irl  will 
enjoy  wearing  Coloni- 
al Slippers  this  season. 
No  other  slipper  style 
g,ives  you  such  an  op- 
portunity to  wear  cut 
steel  or  rhinestone 
buckles.    The  models 

we  are  showing,  -will  meet  with  your  approval. 

Combination  Patent   Leather    and    Brocaded     C Q  O  (^ 

Black  Satin,  French  Heels.     Pair >pO.^J 

Combination   Plain  and   Brocaded 

Satin  with  Patent  Leather  Tongues, 

Spanish  Heels. 

Evening  Slippers 

'Distinguished  by  T^efinement  of  T)esi^n 

Satin  Slippers  fashioned  of  gold  or  silver  cloth 
in  brocaded  effects  will  lend  sparkle  to  the 
dance  and  blend  harmoniously  ^vith  the  raetallic 
trend  in  evening,  ^ov/ns.  You'll  surely  ■want  a 
pair  of  these  v/hen  you  see  them. 

Brocaded  Silver  and 

Goldcloth.  Pair   .    . 


tpLeatherion.ues,   ^g^^S,    $9.25 


$11.95 


Russian  Boots  t^ 


Will  Be 
e  "Go" 


Russian  Boots  this  year  take  the  place  of 
Galoshes.  No  wonder,  though,  because  they  are 
smarter,  more  trim  looking,  and  by  far  more 
comfortable  to  wear. 

Smart  and  Good  Looking 

They  are  made  with  flexible  rubber  or  cloth 
tops  and  heavy  rubber  bottoms  wrth_a  four  inch 
band  of  Astrakan  at 
the  top  which  g,ives 
them  a  clever  touch. 
You  can  wear  them 
during  the  day,  and  for 
party  use  they  are  un- 
surpassed. They  furn- 
ish perfect  protection 
to  footwear,  and  at  the 
same  time  provide  a 
world  of  warmth  and 
comfort  ■when  the 
weather  is  unusually 
cold.    Pair, 


$3.95  and  $5.00 


Long  Service 


That's  what  we  offer  in  offering;  you 


B 


OSTONIAN 

Famous  Shoes  for  Men 


s 


With  a  style  that  says  "Put  me  o;/"  and  a 
service  that  yells  "If 'ear  me  out.  " 

If  your  life  depended  on  the  next  pair  of 
shoes  you  buy — we  could  not  sell  you  anything 
better  than  BOSTONIANS. 


We're  Proud  of  Our  Shoes 


H.  A.  MEYER  SHOE  CO. 

55  E.  Monroe  St.  -  103  So.  Wabash  Ave. 

CHICAGO 


Telephone  4231 
1627  Chicago  Avenue 

Evanston  Woman's  Exchange 

CAFETERIA 

Established   1905 

MEAL  HOURS,  D,\ILY 
Breakfast  6:45  to  8:30 

Lunch  11:30  to  1:30 

Dinner  5:15  to  7:30 


Not  Open  Sunday 
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The  Purple  Parrot  Announces 

— for  Home-Coming  Day,  November  11,  a  special 

Home -Coming  Number 


-for  later  issues,  among  other  numbers  the 

Christmas  Number 
Literary  Numiber 
Coed^s  Number 
Prophets*  Number 


If  you  have  Uked  this  first  issue,  amputate  the  coupon  parked 
in  the  southeast  corner  of  this  page  and  slip  it  to  the  Parrot 
properly  garnished  —  we'll  see  that  you  are  sent  the  Home- 
Coming  Number  and  the  rest  of  the  eight  issues  for  the  year. 


'  PURPLE  PARROT 

I  EVANSTON,  ILL. 

I  Enclosed  find  *$2.25   in  payment  of  a  year's  subscription  to  the  Purple 

I  Parrot,  which  is  to  he  mailed  to 


*If  magazine  is  not  to  he  mailed,  enclose  $2.00  and  check  here   1 ! 


\M 

m 

m 

m 

I  "J® 

I  "^ 

IM 


1^ 

1^ 

I  "^ 

I  ^ 

I  •}© 

I  ^ 

I  Mi 

•  -32 
I  'M 

i  -^ 

1^ 

("  .32 

1^ 

I  ^ 

I  '}© 
I  ^ 


S* 


Freshmen 


T  IS  befitting  that  in  this  Frosh  num- 
ber we  should  extend  to  you  a  formal 
welcome. 


We  wish  for  you  and  the  entire  under- 
graduate student  body,  whose  patronage  we 
have  so  thoroughly  appreciated,  the  most 
successful  of  years  for  yourselves  and  your 
institution. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  repeat  our  invitation  for 
you  to  drop  in  and  permit  us  to  make  or  to 
renew  your  acquaintance. 


Oi2iu]lerls 


^Jiuntairv    Saucxre  ^ 

Student  Headquarters 
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